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the  bold  chamois  hunter. 

The  chamois  liuntel^-»-th% 

At  early  dawn  Ifis^^bes,  _ 

From  his  home  in  the  pleasant  Chamourie, 
To  cross  the  Alpine  snows, 

His  hearth  is  blazing  cherrily, 

YetJiK  tarii»-iro«i-its^h^. 

To  dttre  the’^robdf 
lathe  dreary, 

Fare-thee-well,  fare-thee-well. 

Thou  bold  chamois  hunter, 
Fare-thee-well,  fare-thee-well. 

Thou  biold  ichamois  hunter. 

The  chamoishsmter,— ttm  chamois  hunteiv 
He  hath  a  blooming  bride. 

And  he  gasestm  her  heawty 
With  a  lover’s  ardent  pride ; 

Yet  his  bold  and  restless  spirit. 

Even  love  cannot  restrain. 

He  grieves  to  see  those 'sotroWing  tcars, 
But  they  are  Shed  in  vain. 

The  chamois  hunter,— the  chatpois  hunter, 
A  wild  life  leaieth  he. 

And  he  i)auses  no*  tit  danger, 

Tho  he  hnows  ^hhi  destiny  ; 

For  his  forefathers  pevhhed  ♦ 

Chasing  the  momstain  deer, 

AYho  would  seek  a  mightier  rawniinetitj 
Than  the  migttiiy  glaciei-. 

.JACK  IN  THE  MIDDLE. 

Tune — **I>r(>^  of 

Ups  and  downs  are  each  day  taking  place, 
In  this  march  of  mind  and  of  movement, 
But  now  w’e  can  hardly  hnd  space, 

For  the  wanderful  turns  of  impmvement 
A  game  of  see-saw  here  I  go, 

^  An  attempt  on  a  song  to  unriddle, 

The  changes  in  high  life  and  low, 

While  I  remain  Jack  in  the  middle. 

So  here  we  go  up,  up,  up, 

List  to  my  rhymes  and  my  riddle. 

Here  we  go  dotin^  doMrn, 

While  i  ^Btand  Jack  in  the  middle. 

Up  went  the  League  for  corn  rigs, 

Down  came  the  Sikhs  and  Iheir  gloriiRs, 
Up  went  the  do-tiothiiig^gs, 

And  down  went  the  ambitious  Tories. 
Up  went  the  American  dander, 

Down  came  the  threat  to  intrude tis, 
Hreht  1*i»  Militia  gauder, 

JMd  down  oame'thC'five  Serenadera. 


Up  went  the  jubbhlg^idKjl^ 
tDown^iOainc  the  half-penny 
lijMi/llen^Sk  call  for  the  tip,  " 
^KdTn'nfjirr^  the  stags  and  thc1 
The  Queen  a  small  present  sent  * 
,  Then  up  went  a  premium  for 
Up  went  the  house  and  the  town 


Down  came  the  Iji^s  for  a  lark,'  | 

And  up  went  the  Casinos  for  dan^llf. 
f  oaky  w^ 

Buam*wwt“^oiwi^^:=^he  Surry  like  IMfks, 
Atld^up  imit  fjfife'tarnips  of  Swed^tHi 

Up  went  the  racing  balloons, 

Down  came  the  supply  of  potatoeil-i 
Sliakespere  went  up  in  Saloons, 

Down  w’ent  the  minor  Theatres”.  t- 

Cutler  Street  went  downi^^Ja#  -  ^ 

Madame  ^ 

When  PO»^ 


Since  Gutta  — - -r  -~ 

Th  c  iiouis  <5^111^*110^^%  % 

Since  up  went  Revoliitieil. 

Up  went  liberty’s  iredlibn,  ^ 

Down  came  the  Wkd  Hhe  l^n- 

stables; 

Up  went  the 

And  down  camb  >the  imm  SpacW 
ConstaM^. 

So  the  ups  and  downs  we  ^Uspbw, 

Our  town  tajkie  of  a^trkc^dai^ 

When  the  tide  sets  in  li  S^te)ng  w 

We  must  alwa^  eJcpedt/^  J^^*%otioli. 

It’s  been  so  since  t|i€  ofc'dljlk^oii. 

So  what  is  the  we  oi  <5^1S6h^^g, 

If  my  song  rise  mtyour  > 

1  will  surely  go  down  in 

KITTY  TYEEELL.  / 

You’re  looking  as  fresh  as  the  Qpn, 
darling,  ,  , 

You’tctobUhilpW  br%ht  as  the 
But  while  on  your  charms  I’m  diwl^ 
Ybn're  stealing  my  poor  heart^apyt 
But  keiqp  it  and  welcome  MavouHpUli^ 

Its  loss  Tm  not  going  to  mou^ 

Yet  one  heart’s  enough  for  a 

pffBjr  me  yours  in  retuir^ 
Mavoureen, 

O  pray  give  «ie 
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me  a  -^rUiafif 

I’Ve  ]ngs  an4  potatoes  la  Store, 
f^ve^Vrentf  f  ootf  «lie4iwtlt/lov«, 

IICiM  may  be  a  pound  or  tsw  flMre’t 
tveavelnwe  cMiee, 
g<t  t*Mi  s«<ai  a  BBsmum^tlif, 

1  etn’t  liefp  <cmwMtig, 

And,  darling,  that  something’s  jemrsclf, 
IHaivaareea,  Sik(v#tire», 
'tnutt'oomethittg,  ytm  ktiow,  is  ytwvs^f. 

Vour  smiling,  end  that’s  a  good  ^go, 
darling, 

Say  “  yes,”  and  you’ll  never  ncpent ; 

Or  if  you  would  rather  be  silent, 

Yotoi'  Mlence  i*ll-  tahe  fag^ceweeat. 

That  good'haturcd  dimple’s  w  fftH-tale, 
Now  all  shat  1  have'ls  yeiir*ewn. 

This  week  you  may  be  i&tty JCjwts^ 
iNmct  week  you’ll  be  .hfiatresa  Midone, 
Mavioureen,  Mavoureei^ 

Yoa’Uite  'iny  own  Afistnses  Matone. 

HUSBABrB  1?0  SEE. 

VViittoB  and  Ur,  W,  M.  -Xsidac. 

Tone — “  The  Devil  in  search  of  a  Wife. 
Khvd.ftiends  give  stteffHon  anQ  list  bo  my 

ipoBg» 

And  if  jDu’Il  be  pacflent  I’il  uot  kgq»  you 
ni  prove  tJie  wontcanfOtat  a  manlhas  ln 
his  life, 

Is  to  be  plagued  wlfh  a  gond-^loOking, 
false<hearted  wdfe. 

Now  once  1  was  as  happy,  ns  htgipy  coald 
For  then  I  was  single,  light'4tcsai‘iicd  and 
free, 

With  pleasure  n)y  days  I  passed  wlm  de- 
Whfle  mirth  and'haim’ony  made  t^ihc 
night, 

But  thinking  a  wife  would  add  to  my  bliss. 
To  the«)tar-M«i«  l&asliijig  ynaagJdiss, 
But  when  nnisriad  I  ^wmi  out  false* 
hearted  was  she,  [see. 

Now  that’s  a  (iiie«:^<HiiBg)te-m:|i«afbnsdko 

Sinco  the  hoiar  me  >imSk  <dhi«r(di  •.•att  <«ur 
...,  wedding-inom,  <|lariiiira, 

'  I  gave  way  to  despair  and  havAtbodbt^uitc 
For  do  wiwt:I  wiU,  br  ol^i'  stiNkAmia^ 

She  vows  "T"~nr  "hr  ffttlilmTff 


Then  an  oU  iwKBtlwH  mt  dtms .  whose 
name  itk&oger  Ja  lodge*. 

She  compelled  me  to  take  la  mirhoose  as 


1  find  him  the  whole  of  his  giub  and  drink 
But  STare  not  so  much  aa  to  aSk  for  the 
tihinkt 

Ifok  of  efih  every  day  th^^pitt  out  ofsig^t, 
And  sometimas  they  stop  Out  together  all 
night,  ■  ^8f 

And  come  homo  in  tbn  mon^jt  as  drunk 
Now  that’s  a  gueer  thi^  fitr  a  husboBd  . 
to  see. 

'N  ■ 

At  'Shr-eweqr  nMtniiag  I’m  tamed  not  of 

pead, 

I  tdiewi  I hhtdt 

SmMkmMf 'wishltMt  toms  •  eroaker. 
White  ntehmgMM  bmgSt  tbo^diovel  and 

f  pllfcilin  y 

Tlieir  tensahftst  t1nw««6  gebveady  niiw. 
But  I  sdteaHtms  «av<et«ie  cM^dTwiAout 

SHbie. 

For  rfMhi  whop  me  ^and  kick  me  abont 
Btee«'T«rk, 

If  J  was  to  be  tco  late  for  my  wnidt'; 

RaMter  iMrith  halt  iti^t^  as  hsmewords  I 
crept, 

1  fbund  the  door  locked — thr»ur|jh  -the 
Imy^hiate  i  peep't,  ftrec, 

I  Sim  Beger  md  her  close,  aidl  hissing  w 

Think’s  I,  that’s  a  quecc^Aing  hus- 

baadtoafle. 

With.fear  and  with  fiight  my  teeft-.  chat* 
isacd^ain,,  £difin, 

Bor  eqr  life  I  dare  ttet  cOsturh  them  just 
1  wascompletely  done  up,  I  couTdn’t<look 
„  pile  door. 

So  I  fainted  and' fell,  and  my  he^  hanged 
By  my  hifir  they  then  drained  me  in  the 
bouse,  fdouse, 

In  a  tab  of  cold  water  my  head  gave  • 

I  was  shivenng  with  cold  and  w^  to  the 
skin,  hagain, 

Says  she  youTl  know  hatter  •than  e’erpeep 
She  gave  me  a, kick,  and  a^s  to  me  quite 

[cold. 

If  I  sleqp  with  yen  to  n^ht  lshall  catch 
So  you  must  sleep  ha  file  garret  anARcww 
with  me,  jt©  see. 

Now  there  s  a  queer  tbmg  for  a  husband 

Thus  'fidngs  went  on  ^for  tweNcmonfii 
or  near. 

When  acircunsstanoe-luBimaedekat  made 
me  f^cl  queer.  &wuld  be. 

My  Wife  grew  ttseteul,  a|«l  eirekent  as 

And  when  put  tBhed4Amhad4m.lns^Hi 

mi,  ***1*^1  ‘IminntaiB, 

Then  1  *)nul  sto  Jaardf  Ae  Arntp  to 
’Twas  no  use  to  sigh,  no  use  to  eamplnin. 
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When  I  come  home  at  night  Fve  to  nnne 
them  all  three,  [knee. 

There’s  one  in  my  arms  and  one  on  each 
Not  a  feature  in  me  like  them  can  yon  find, 
though  to  them  I’m  obliged  to  eeem 
loving  and  kind 

But  the  picture  of  Roger  they  are  to  a  T, 
Now— aint  they— queer  things  for  a  hus¬ 
band  to  see. 

X©  sleep  in  the  garret  with  the  brats  now 
I’m  chained,  [be  weaned. 

Bor  my  wife  says  tis  time  that  they  should 
For  a  wink  of  sound  sleep  in  vain  do  1  try, 
For  all  night  they  do  nothing  but  blare 
out  and  cry,  [troubles. 

And  then,  for  a  crowner,  to  finish  my 
As  I  got  up  last  night  to  shift  one  of  their 
doubles,  [scuffle, 

Pown  below  I  heard  was  a  deuce  of  a 
It  was  Roger  and  her  just  giving  me  the 
shuffle, 

t  quickly  got  up,  and  on  going  downstairs, 
I  found  the  bouse  strip’d  of  my  tables  and 
chairs,  [®®®> 

Not  a  thing  in  the  world  was  there  left  for 
Well,  thinks  I,  here’s  a  queer  thing  for  a 
husband  to  see 

So  thus  I  was  left  by  my  false-hearted  wife, 
I've  three  brats  to  maintain  and  take  care 
of  for  life,  [woe. 

But  kind  friends  I  hope  you  will  pity  my 
And  grant  me  your  kindest  applause  ’ere 
I  go,  ^  [here, 

I’ve  a  word  of  advice  for  yon  ringle  chaps 
Don’t  trust  in  the  women,  though  they’re 
ever  so  dear. 

If  they  ask  you  tomaiTy  give  them  a  denial. 
Unless  they  will  come  for  a  twelvemonth 
on  trial. 

For  girls,  when  they’re  courting,  are 
tender  and  civil, 

But  when  they  get  married  they  turn  out 
the  devil. 

And  all  men,  you’ll  find,  if  married  they  be, 
Often  find  a  queer  thing  for  a  husband  to 

see. 

LOVE  WAKES  AND  WEEPS. 

Glee. 

Love  wakes  and  weeps. 

While  beauty  sleeps! 

O  for  Music’s  softest  slumbers  I 
To  prompt  a  theme 
For  Beauty’s  dream. 

Soft  as  the  pillow  of  her  slumbers. 


THE  80LDIBBS’  DAUGHTKE. 


O,  do  you  remember  the  old  soldier’s 
daughter,  [was  she 

As  fair  as  the  ifioming  in  spring  time 
And  many  a  lover  warmly  had  sought  her. 
To  all  she  was  distant  as  maidisn  could 
be.  [tairy, 

Dear  father,  she  cried,  with  thee  let  me 
Though  homely  our  cottage,  a  home  ’tis 
to  me ;  [marry, 

And  a  vow  I  have  made  that  I  never  will 
Then  let  me  live  happy,  dear  father, 
wdth  thee. 

But  vain  was  the  vow  of  the  old  soldier's 
daughter, 

Young  Patrick  he  woo’d  her,  though 
humble  was  he. 

He  knelt  at  her  feet,  to  his  bosom  he 
caught  her,  [shall  be. 

And  whisper’d  to  say  when  the  bridal 
Dear  father,  she  cried,  ’twere  a  pity  to 
tarry. 

A  cow  and  a  cottage  has  Patrick  for  me, 
And  so  dearly  he  love  me.  I’m  tempted  to 
marry,  [with  thee. 

And  both  will  live  happy,  dear  father, 

Small  was  the  house  of  the  old  soldier’s 
daughter,  [her  knee. 

With  Patrick  beside  her— a  babe  on 
The  aged,  the  blessed,  and  the  youthful 
all  sought  her,  [as  she, 

And  none  were  so  cheerful  and  happy 
And  fain  was  the  soldier  beside  her  to  tarry 
Till  death  gently  called  him,  and  calmly 
slept  he. 

But  she  still  blessed  the  day  she  him  did 
marry. 

Saying  Patrick,  thou  art  now  the  world  s 
all  to  me. 

FINE  OLD  ENGLISH 
PAWNBROKER. 

I’ll  sing  you  a  good  old  song, 

As  ever  yet  was  made. 

Of  a  fine  old  English  Pawnbroker, 

Who  did  a  first-rate  trade. 

Who  kept  up  his  neat  shop  at  a  beautiful 
old  rate. 

And  never  did  despise  the  poor, 

Nor  coveted  the  gpreat. 

Like  a  fine  Old  English  Pawnbroker 
r . :  *  2:  One  of  the  modem  time. 

His  shop  so  neat,  was  stock’d  all  round, 
With  pledges  rich  and  rare, 


That  showed  at  once  to  one  and  all, 

That  honesty  was  there, 

'Twas  there  my  Uncle  always  was 
With  open  hands  he  stood. 

And  kindly  lent  iihe  poor  the  means. 

Of  KOtting  proper  food. 

Wke  a  fine  otd  EngUsh  Pawnbroker, 
One  of  the  modern  time. 

Old  winter  came  with  all  its  gloom. 

My  Uncle  still  was  there, 

And  kindness  showed  to  every  one. 

That  came  from  far  and  near, 

Ner  was  the  poor  and  destitute. 

E'er  driven  from  bis  place, 

For  in  their  features  poor  and  lean. 

Stern  poverty  could  trace.  - 

a  fine  old  EngUsh  Pawnbroker, 
One  of  the  modem  time. 

But  time  crept  on  and  years  flew  past. 
This  good  man  he  got  old, 

As  plainly  by  his  faltering  step, 

’Twas  not  as  once,^ — so  bold. 

At  last,  he  on  his  death  bed  laid. 

He  died  without  a  sigh. 

Thus  by  his  wordly  actions  proved. 

He  did  not  fear  to  die. 

Like  a  good  old  English  Pawnbroker, 
One  of  the  modern  time. 

But  what  is  better  now  by  far. 

Such  Mends  are  not  all  gone. 

As  here  and  there  you  still  can  sec. 

The  motto,  “  Two  to  One,” 

And  as  a  finish  to  my  song, 

I  hope  that  all  may  know. 

The  friends  they  have  whene’er  in  wfant, 
And  won’t  be  afraid  to  go. 

To  th|e8e  good  old  EngUsh  Pawn¬ 
brokers, 

All  of  the  present  time. 


the  THREE-LEGGED  STOOL. 

I  love  it,  I  love  it,  don’t  think  I’m  a  fool. 
For  loving  the  old  oak  ihree-le|(ged  stool. 
For  oft  times  my  wife  would  sit  her  down 
there,  [armchafr. 

f^nA  she  loved  it  much  better  than  her  old 
It  was  left  by  my  fother  as  a  fortune  for  his 
child,  , . 

It  never  shall  be  broke  and  it  never  shall  be 
at  night  when  my  wife  was  taking  h« 

gru«,  J^**’*’i 

She  would  rit  like  a  lord  on  that  three-legged 


I  love  it,  'cos  my  father,  before  he  went  t* 
bed  [mother’s  hei4< 

He’d  take  it  by  one  leg  and  smash  my 
An^  then  the  old  woman  would  cry  like  • 
fod,  [l®g8~ 

’Cos  she’d  just  got  a  crack  from  the^throe 
It  waS'inade  from  a  tree  that  grew  in  onr 
yard,  [hard. 

One  sdt  knock  from  it,  would  feel  very 
And  to  pert  with  that  reUe  it  would  be  veqr 
cniftly 

For  wy  mothor  kick’d  the  bucket  on  flwk 
three-l^^ged  stool. 

I  love,  it,  1  love  it,  one  reason  shall  be— - 
It  ought  to  have  four  legs,  but  it’s  only  got 
Uiree,  . 

’Twas  of  use  imthe  house  for  one  and  for  ally 
For  few  could  set  on  it  without  getting  n 
ftU;  .[<mdpri<^ 

When  my  mother  was  aUve,  'twas  her  glory 
To  sit  and  smoke  on  it  by  a  dirty  fire-side. 
And  when  in  the  church-yard  I’m  laid  de^ 
and  cool,  [legged  stpd. 

My  tomb-stone  shall  be  that  old  tturoo- 

GOD  DEFEND  THE  EIGHT- 

Music  Published  by  J.  Shepherd,  99,  Newgate.**. 
Our  Country’s  Standard  floats  above. 

The  oimn  breeze  to  greet. 

And  her  thnnder  sleeps  in  awful  palm. 
Beneath  our  trampling  feet. 

But  let  a  foeman  fling  abroad 

The  banner  of  his  wrath,  li  >,< 

And  a  moment  will  awake  its  roar 
To  sweep  him  fromi  our  path— 

Well  may  the  sailor’s  heart  exult. 

To  view  old  Ei^gland’s  might  j 
The  cry  is  up,  the  straggle  near, 

May  God  deiehd  the  Eight ! 

No  Foreign  Tyrant  ever  through  fl 
Our  wooden  bulwarks  bji^e}  , 

No  British  bosom  ever  quail’d  _ 

Within  our  Walls  of  Oak.  '  '  ‘I 

Behold  our  Ships  in  war-like  trim  *»  ^ 
Oareeriiig  thro’  the  wave,  ■'  y 

The  Hope,  the  Home,  the  Citadel,  '  ■1  ' 
Of  Britain  and  the  Brave — 

'  Well  may  the  Sulor’e  heart  ezui^ 
^To  view  old  England’s  mighty 
'  The  cry  is  up,  the  struggle'  near. 

May  OoD  defend  the  lUght  I 


A2«>eHOB. 

Hvsio  FqUiAad  by  J.  Shcpbwd,  88.  Nwgatea^. 
jMk  mus  iMUOSg  teiploi^;^ 

[mor«,|uiave ; 

Xot  a  flwd ’«M«g  kU  aMsuoAtes.  BiofMi^pUaatft 
Aftd  he  atefip’d  hi  tba  boat,  m  pitted 
£eom  the  shore,  ,  ^oar. 

ISa  go  wheea  ipos  ratda  and  loud  ananowi 
Aad  he  wont  riUik  a  mqU«w  nd.  a  teait 
dlmm’d  his  eye, 

^4*  his  Pott  sad  his  UttUcnea  awraMan^ 
ing  close  by, 

“  For  mjr  Qoeen,”  said  bold  Jack^  “  I  will, 
pern  mj  life.  landwife."*" 

Por  I  know'  they’ll  foie  care  of  my  chUAren 
Once  more,  to  his  friends  apon.8hori^  wash’d 
hia  hand,  <  *  pand. 

And  departed  to  fight  for  hit  dbar  native 

The  vessel  he  sailed  in  has.  vanished  (com 
dght,  •  (dght;, 

He  has  gohe  m  the  cause  of  the  uyeced  to 
And  ’tts  qnr’a  while  he’s  ahsent  in  danger’a 
career,  ^ear. 

To  help  and  to  comfort 'those  Jack  holds  so 
Then  finm  highaat  to  lowiaak  let  eaoh 
gen’rous  heart,  [a  part , 

In  this  good  work  before  ns  take  kindly 
ISjen  up  and  be  doing',  die  dank-  hear  ie 
come,  pimm; 

Our  warrievsare  Baminon*d  by  trampetand 
And  while  soldiers  and  aaSbrs  Ibr  tm  rhk 
their  lives,  [andwivee. 

Be  it  ours  to  take  care  of  thefe  children 


CoworduaiMiaeedlat^  yesurlaaen  diseswi. 

If  they  fail  to  lead  aid  ta-tikp  ¥vril  and  his 
thronsv 

Strike  for  our  fittfewmei^  sMjke  l^thelfee. 
For  Eagfend  naat-evaiMe^  Qneett i^Hie 
Sea, 

Hark !  aena  afiaMaoesaa  hoaa^ 

The  wild  seas  ate  cdling, 

Help  btwre  hearts^ 

Help  for  thw’fidfihg ;  ' 

On,  as  our  fathers  o®  ttie  wave^ 
Onwards  for  Era»»rT‘--^E8imy  ‘s  grave. 
Strike  for  oar  ftltaw-men,  'sime.  fm;  lha 

For  En^^dmuid  «v«r  Queenorfhe 


GOMIOAL  INYKNTIOIfS, 

Written  imd  8Uiig.l!y  WvO.  T^k*. 

Air— The  G«ed  Old  9a^  e«  Aten  and  Ive, 

Kind  Friends  I'll  hag  yaafcfcksdaMantam, 
To  lisJMift  tbft;  Pat  nhoait  for,«nj 
mention,  [nen^  siiB, 

In  tfafie  wold  evaey  dag  vae  haara  aoai^ing 
And  of  Comieal  kamaatiaas  i’tt  slug  to 
you,  sirs, 

Railroads  now  axe  got&tg  dS,  jdrs, 

And  of  their  wMiders  you’ve  oft  been 
told,  sne,  ; 

But  there’s  a  new  one  invented,  and  sa&n 
they’ll  begin  i^  - 

That’ll  t^e  you  to  the  aodof  tha.wttcid 
in  a  minute, 

CROBOT. 

List,  kind  friimds,  gtveae  your  afften  tion , 
While  I  sing  you  the  wonders  of  Comical 
Invention. 

There’s  the  ArfiaJ'Shfp,  once  aH  the  go,  sirs. 
For  what  iA  WAS  in'vented  well  dal  know. 

[sirs, 

’Thfj^l^rwrts,  B!iiho|i8,^and  all  their  set 
Wto  fnink  by  that  Into  Heaven  to  get 

mu  [Oourtiefa; 

ThotB’s  nkcemen.  Taxmen,  ftatierlng 
In  .{he.^  Ariel  k^hine  have  to<dt  their 
miatliars, 

But  Vfhey  get;  above  they’ll  have  cause  to 
^naB,  sTrs, 

Pbr  ttey’ll  get  sent  to  tbe  D***.  uf  a.,, 
•tiding  scale  sirs  I 


HELP  50®  TEE  TUBK* 

Music  Pablldied  ByJ’.  Shepbw®,  ‘98;  Wfewgate-st. 

Hark*  aaasofBriteia’aJm^ 

•  The  war-hounds  are  baying; 

Hark !  dtP  iSn  oeean  bernie 
Clariooa'Biybrajhig  t 

Up !— for  the  Tpeanhhug  laughs  nt-  hdb 
work,  CthwTinfcl 

Up !  and  strike  hornet  «iaiiian^>— J3alafiir 
Strike.for  esir ih]lQar«iiBn«~otitihe  finr  tha< 
.free  pg^ac 

Per  Bpgland  must  ever  reign  Qaeen.a£«he 

Rouse !  mothoxa  of  Englishsnan, 

Rouse  Alhion’a.iQBCaglituv, 
to  the  widom’  shrieks. 

Think  of  the  slaughters. 


There*!  pljMqMt  wwhMl  tl&  41  sortt  of 
purposes, 

Uiwpi 


4ill4«eiow  poor  peiqtle’s  pieasMnet  to  be 

iftwitjngr  e>  HuelMBe  thafe*!! 
Iceep  them  from  talking  ; 

iMinea^  «rej 
milibibaaMt  ^«»ii,^ieti  ait  Flehte'  chaff,, 
•irs, 

ibBM^'tb^opi^ioele  viffieaifiMMni) 

€lM^  pe|»‘tteataffaiid4baoclt'lhera  ibymi 

Tli«re*»  a  Iftohitie  inventisd;  rathsP  comical; 
tor'U  03(rn„8ir8,. 

ft*  ttfl  leeep  marrieff  men  their 
wiuss  at  hoinaa.8irSa, 

Sfhke  the  chit^i^  aop^  tb»  mother’s; 
corns,  sirs,  *  .  [sirs,, 

the-how»s„ 

C^^iieeiwNM;  lis^«»^9f! 

/.  KMaiog,,  r^i 

iKJt:  hwii  pfc  titarcft  t»ie  ai 


They  inTented„a)pla*itiixlitre  without  eatinj^ 
endeaTonrlnii'  onr  t^^tites  to  ]M 
cheating, 

Some  folks  tried  i%  an^loantt  it  Mt,  9li1|»‘ 
But  they  died  as  sooit  a#  ijiey  |pt  ‘i%  the 
ktladtiSirs; 

Now  this  Song  I’ve  invent^  to  pisasc  all 
yon,  sirs, 

Bci^ase.I’d  got  not^g  hftttW:  te  dp^sirs, 
Bttt  if  ft  pleases,  Tit  toll  yo«.plm»Vi  wrs. 
Some  night  I’ll  ting  it  QW  ngsin,  ^iw>* 

Ntinci.  llind’  Sttands-,.  tiia4c-  ym  tor-  yonn 
attention, 

Tve  sung  you  the  w(pdM»  of  Condeal 
Inrentioqal 

THE  BED  O^mSf  B^kOTEB.' 

BsettATnrf;, 

England,  it  still  tko,psy^mqgif«lin 
That  t«msR»e4  the  bontmiiof<iheir  flmssi 

Dwell  with  thy  mm  hitaft;eatt  toil^ 

Long  as  their  bannoP'  ffdil^ahaKe  the  gs>to» 
Thai^Otofs-  iilin^i»EHa%  toee, 

Still  throbhing'fiiij  lihapky.  ' 

An,. 

Wh^  first  on  Albion’s .s<^*ffi¥t  shore. 

Her  foot,  fair  Fteed$nn> 

Its  hills  and  vales  e^  wnsais^  o'er. 


M  liiwa4^, 

StinphiA  innto»to.««nniea*T»e^^o^  4i*e8i 
'wspli  Dli^, 

Pm  emnribced'tftotlsotli  tno  and  aUiyon, 

. XJnleis  some  one  here  can  invent  a  scheme,. 

sN,  C^l 

IpHMrriigmse  may  Mte  tor  ever  by  steam, 

Tlfhillij  iii  ii  im  rr  mi^  Out  thnir  at^s,  sirs, 
Jljor  they’ve'  i^xen^toin  IfettWtto  w  ^1* 
without  Iwioks,  sirs,'  .[sirsj 

JIM  th^e’s  a  LotisB, 

■  That’ll  cure  broken  limbs  jun,  a 

daiL.  ruMUMdinffa 

%  3B»w  •!»«»  to,  he 
Thete's  a  patrat'to  keep  you  ygiijf  money 

XWwnjr 

4gn4 get  up  in  the  morning  rea^'  washed 

ni>ldri»ll4,;«WSb 


And'  thns  the  saQ  she.  blmned.ii 
«  Land  of  the  toir,  thje.^|^.  the  brave* 

EiUe  throng 

There  ht  the  iM'  erflinj^iwnri  wave  ' 

The  foremen*!  of  i^O,, 

^  Timeeleh*o» 

Forth  flew  the  word  from  pole  to;  pole  ; 

A  conquered  wav^  cmi  IsII-, 

As  yet,  where’er  the  biH^eii^', 
lH^’ve-keptour’Ohartervrhil,  . 

There’s  not  a  shore,  the  ocean  laves. 

^nt  freedom  ihflre.  may  anss. 

^Hmhfihgland’S  rod  cross  banner  waves 
The  foremost  tha  fre^ 

That  England’s,,  &e« 

And  whUe  or>ij,s«j^  shre4  tsiU  #y» 

Left  by  itsi^rms^jmsie 
Ei^]i9«p.4  miwHifittbcsh 
IwlnitU  fttotiio  m%t(h.  • 

For  lIscKnid  swa  ei|  MolMmsbr  • 

A.nd  twk  iUmn  vriB  W  ' 

If  e’er  a  vauinijmg  toe  can  diainb  ' 

•The  empire  of  the  sea. 

If  e’er,  ft«* 


n 


ODESSA, 

ilusio  Published  bj  J.  Shepherd,  9S,  Newgate-st. 

In  the  good  days  of  old. 

We’re  by  history  told. 

We  were  threaten’d  by  focmen  unnum¬ 
bered  ; 

They  have  thought  we  have  sle^  t. 

But  the  vigil  we  kept,  I 

For  Britannia  has  not  even  slumber’d ; 
She  can  mischief  repel. 

She  can  lyranny  quell. 

Then  here’s  to  our  Country,  God  bless 
her  I 

And  again,  and  again. 

On  her  Empire  the  Main, 

She  will  do  as  she  did  at  Odessa. 

Hand  in  hand  with  brave  France, 

She  will  onward  advance, 

In  a  spirit  of  pure  emulation  ; 

Our  Ally  to  defend. 

And  to  fight  till  the  end. 

In  defence  o|'the  Ottoman  Nation. 

And  though  the  base  Russ, 

May  insult  flags  of  truce. 

We  know  how  to  curb  the  Transgressor, 
For  we’ve  tars  true  and  brave. 

Who  proclaim  from  the  wave. 

They  will  do  as  they  did  at  Odessa. 

’Tis  for  justice  and  right, 

’Gainst  the  Giant  of  Might, 

That  we  power  display  on  the  ocean, 
And  to  show  the  proud  Czar, 

He  must  not  go  too  far. 

For  of  that  British  hearts  have  no  notion. 
Of  their  Country  they  think. 

To  their  ^ueen  too  they  drink. 

May  no  thought  of  dark  sorrow  distress 
her ; 

Then  pass  round  the  glass. 

To  Napier  and  Dundas, 

And  the  Tars  whohave  conquer’d  Odessa 

I  OFFERED  NOT  MY  HEART 

•  TO  THEE. 

I  offer’d  not  my  heart  ta  thee, 

Flatt’ry  spread  its  wilds  around  it ; 

Ah,  restore  that  heart  to  me. 

Pure  as  e’er  love’s  spell  had  bound  it ! 
More  than  Anna’s  grief  would  mine  be-— 
Mine  the  pang  she  could  not  know— 
PeU  remorse  full  soon  would  thine  be. 
Who  can  say  how  deep  my  woe ! 


IRISH  DRUMMER. 

Fat  Fagan  Malony  Mahony’s  my  name, 

At  thirteen  I’ll  bet  you’ve  heard  of  my 
fame,  /  {about. 

I  was  bom  in  dear  Dublin  or  near  there- 
One  day  when  my  father  and  mother  Were 
out,  ;  ? 

I  very  soon  grew  up  a  great  strapping 
The  dear  girls  of  Ireland  I  murder  with 
joy,  [hods. 

My  mind  was  ,  on  pick  axes,  shovels  and 
’Till  I  listed  myself  in  the  Irish  Squads, 

My  eyes  wasn’t  straight  but  they  didn’t 
mind  that. 

For  they  one  and  all  cried,  O,  my  beauti¬ 
ful  Pat, 

Sargeant  and  major,  and  aU  was  struck 
dumb. 

Such  skill  I  displayed,  when  I  blowcd 
the  big  drum. 

Spoken— Cob,  bad  luck  to  me,  eveiy  blow  1  ^yed 
that  dram  was  just  like  a  thunder-storm.  But  luck 
to  jou,  you  dirty  dsTfi,  says  the  SarejMmt,  youWe 
broke  the  drum  of  my  ear.  1^  much  the  better, 
your  honour,  tays.I,  for  you*ll  not  be  able  to  hear 
what  the  dirty  would  say  of  you  when  you’re  gone 
dead.  Och,  what’s  your  name  ?  Och,  my  name  is 
Pat  Fagan  Malony  Mahony,  first  opusin  to  Mike 
Murphy  Donakoo  and  second  to  Looney  Maotwoler, 
who  has  nineteen  to  call  him  father,  and  twent*nine 
grandfather,  and,  bad  Inck  to  me.  I’m  the  pig  of 
the  whole  family.  Rerer  mind,  says' he,  are  you 
ready  to  tnm  out  and  fight  the  King  of  the  Chinese. 
By  my  soul  I  am,  says  X,  I’ll  tell  you  what  1*11  do. 
Til  hire  Queen  Victoria  for  my  miatrdas,  and  1*11 
soon  make  her  maeter  of  the  enemy.  Arrah  eushla ! 
yon  are  not  going  to  leaye  ns,  says  my  grandmother. 
To  be  sure  he’s  not,  says  the  old  grandfatker.  Kot 
without  wishing  us  good  by,  says  my  little  sweet* 
heart.  So  you  see  wey  au  laid  hold  of  the  tails  of 
my  coat,  and  as  good  luck  would  have  it.  my  coat 
being  rather  old,  the  tails  gave  way,  and  off  I  set 
smgHig, 

Rub,  a  dub  dub,  this  way  and  that  way. 
Right  about  face,  quick  march  away. 

We  had  not  gone  far,  when  the  Sargeant 
cries  stand, 

We  shall  ne’er  get  to  China  by  ^nralking 
on  lahd. 

So  to  make  a  short  story,  oat  of  a  very 
/  long  trip. 

He  landed  us  all  on  board  of  a  ship. 

My  head  it  spun  round,  and  the  whisky  I 
spilt,  . 

So  sea  sick  was  I,  I  thought  I  was  kik. 
Says  i  stop  the  ship,  put  me  oiit-in  a  crack, 
I’ve  altered  my  mind  and  1  want  to  go 
back,  '  [codirse, 

But  the  devil  a  bit  would  they  al^  the;/ 


For  I  bawled  and  1  squalled  till  I  made  I 
myself  hoarse,  ^ 

But  Ocbi  in  a  jiflfey  they  docterlnl  my  pain, 
When  they  sung  out  hetfc  is  Ohina^s  beau- 
.  tifol  main. 

Spokon.— Beantifiil,  indeed,  the  deed,  •  bit  of 
besW  did  1  »ee  abont  it,  it  wae  as  •*  • 

dastman,  and  built  on  the  wrong-  ride  tte-way, 
Hnrrah,  says  they  1  What  for,  says  t.  jHie  Gene^, 
says  they.  Badlhck  to  hint,  says  I,  whether  he  a  a 

man  6r  a  monkey.  Are  yon  ready,  says  they. 

What  for,  says  I.  To  dght,  says  they.  By  my 
soul  I  am,  says  I,  and  then  began  the  row. 

Then  the  enemy  drew  nigh,  and  the  can¬ 
nons  let  fly. 

And  the  general  did  shout,  now  lads  serve 
them  out. 

We’ll  soon  make  the  villians  to  force  back, 

•  When  I  received  a  knock,  a  dreadful  shock, 
Bad  luck  to  me  if  I  could  tell, 

Whether  1  was  on  horseback  when  I  fell, 
But  up  1  got  and  flred  a  shoe. 

Which  roared  like  thunder. 

And  made  ’em  all  wonder, 

Sdys  we  soon  beat, 

’Tis,  best  we  do  retreat,  * 

When  the  general  did  cry, 

You  know  better  than  I,  ' 

For  all  our  blood's  spilt,  and  every  one 
kilt. 

Spoken— Treat,  it  was  a  teeM:  run  Bat,  ypu 
diTfl:  says  I,  and  sure  enough  I  did  nu^ver  dead 
and  ditehes  and  cow-ponds.  While  I  was 
stiokina  up  to  my  knees  in  a  cow  pond,  up  conies  a 
tall  dunrae  bog  trotter,  Biridy,  yon  &ti1,  stamL 
says  he,  1  shan’l  says  1.  “d*®  J 


I  shall  never  forget  it  all  the  days  of  my 
,  life, 

How  these  Chinese  bog  trotters,  my  com¬ 
rades  have  slain, 

If  I  live  to  get  'back.  I’ll  ne’er  come  here 
again. 

Spoken— Holloa,  Fat.  says  the  a^ant,  yatfvo 


BOe.  Tturiiiiig  to  the  right  df  m 
weTaWhttt  Aould  I  see  but  u  j 

.  _ A  mSMaad-  1 


feet  diril 


and  wneu  JL  nrea  no  vuuiwaws  i 

he  fell,  but  bed  luck  to  him  he  ween  tl^t.  Quarter, 
Quarter,  says  he,  oh  you  dirty,  unreasonable  beast, 
says  I.  Jlo  you  think  I'ye  time  to  stay  and  quarter 
Tin  in  thUeld  5^ttle.-S6  I  took  put  my  sword 
gut  him  in  half,  and  went  away  eingmg. 

Rub  a  dub,  &c. 

When  we  cAmc  to  head  quarters,  we  all 
made  a  stop.  ' 

For  the  want  of  some  whidccy  I  thought  I 
should  drop,  •  -  ..v  • 

The  battle  deprived  many  men  of  their 
charms,  .  .  .  ,  .  j 

For  some  of  them  had  their  head  under 
their  arms,  . 

Och  mushla,  says  I,  k’s  a  terrible  sight, 
What  a  spahieen  was  I  to  come  here  to 
fl^t,  ^  [*«» 

.rve  l«r dear  old  Ireland  to  ceme  here  to 
Where  I’ll  get  my  throat  cut  like  a  pig  m 

But  if  1  get  mudered  amidst  all  this  strife, 


drop  it  yon  nas^  beast,  s«s  I,  fmthhe  din  drop  n 
dom  bis  beasdy  throat.  Wiopt  thrt  dog,  Teddy, 

^s  I.andTedayshothim,andltook««tinTewo^ 

to  out  him  open  to  look  for  my  note,  but  the  diTil 
“bit  of  note  wnld  I  see,  for  it  had  sU  mrited  away 
like  a  snowball  in  a  baker’s  oren,!^  at  this  moment 
who  should  I  see  but  the  ugly  ChinamM  that  cut 
off  my  illigant  nose.  for  n^.  I 

off  his  nose  and  stuck  it  on  my  face.  Holk^  B«, 
says  one  of  them,  when  I  returned,,  that  s  not  your 
SSo.  Wever  imn’d,  •»«•«««* 

than  nonoae,  I  knows.  How  yon  nmsttoow  that  thn 
Chinaman  had  been  in  tha  habit  of  taking  snnff,  an 
•rery  now  and  then  his  nose  wwld  . 

course  I  kept  on  eneesing,  until  at  lest  off  it  went, 
and  by  the  kokey  pokey,  it  knocked  wgeant  a  eye 
into  the  back  of  hish^.  for  «»**,tbey  ^ 

into  the  ronndhonse.  where  the  lose  oT  ny  own 
beantifol  snont.  weighod  heavy  on  my  mmd,  that 
it  me  light  headed,  so  they  foimd  I  was  no 
good  in  OlSa,  and  they  sent  me  back  to  ould 

Ireland,  which  made  me  sing—  ....  . 

Rub,  a  dub  dub,  Ac 


PRETTY  CHILDREN. 

Written  and,snng  hv  Mr.  W.  H.  Taylor, 

For  what  do  married  people  wish  ? 

Children,  pretty  cbfldren,  oh. 
What  plague  is  greater  than  the  itch  ? 

Children,  pretty  children,  oh. 
What  can  make  a  motb»  proud. 

Or  from  daddy’s  brow  di^l  the  crowd, 
Like  hearing  people  praise  aloud 

Their  children,  pretty  children,  oh: 


Mother’s  pride  and  daddy  aloy. 

Are  children,  pretty  children,  oh. 
Yet  pb^uey  brats  when’er  they  cry, 

Are  children,  peevish  children,  oh. 
Who  can  keep  yon  awake  all  night. 

And  from  your  nOse  large  pieces  bite. 

And  make  your  bed  in  a  nasty  pl^ht,  oh 
Children,  pretty  children. 

Who’ll  flght  o’er  shamg  their  cock  sorrell, 
ChUdren,  pretty  children,  oh. 
Who’ll  make  you  with  neighbours  quarrel. 
Children,  pretty  children,  oh. 


'ViTh^’U 

When  tenehins  them  to  read  bo  fioiv. 

Ajid  pey  ywh  wifciit  Bfm’itidNwt  - 

Childrept  gwttyuflaideeo,  oh. 

F&ren1»*  pride,  as  iU^  grow  op, 

Are  children,  pretty  chttOlMn,  oh,, 
Yrt  for-Uwir  ftw-jOteoe  'wey4»-tiier1iM& 


Trt  for-Uwir  ftwjbteee  rhene-therlMiMb 

And-wlMft.thiW  wWfdriwlJtiyBiiirtiwjjfeef^ 
Wbe*l|iBto^*0a!|)  a]|fsMi*.«tt4$Ke 
Asd.qmke  y<Mi,6hdt%  dgM4i^ 

CSuailnt^  «h*  i 

Wlw;dlmli&i>T«dytMeo>«ft 

Wioeecheibildkimitjoh., 
Who*ll'c»Dt  bet^  a^geflOiOoM; 

G9bil4iM»>L  dowa^  i%iMw»»,dii. 
To  get  thorn  o«e  e^tvouhleo  iroi^  al|t 
Who’tt  iiiAlee  daM^^rPo^t.  mdmy. 

And.  thwfc  celllm,  “  acPMt  old.  buffing'’ 

€9»iidM4  wMe^amndco  ebilAmi  eitt. ; 

What.bftve'WBt^dl.lMWk  ihcMMr  tMiob 

€hfhit>m,.lB«oceh*<^t^!$ea^  I 

Who  ace  lowed,  ao-tdei^sif  oobti  t 

ChildreBi,  ppUibp  ebMaen,  oit* 
Let  nofe.  th^  {b)Qe$  y<iit.«ne*9fc 
Bat  taa<^  Ituem  how  ta.  toMd 
And  I  hope  a  comfteh  ke^olftaga^ 

Yoa’U  iadia  all  your  children,  oh 

IJmSMAJS. 

’Tis  I  that,  bearer  ootillv^  wsam^^ 

And  who  dare  say  ’tis  not, 

1  was  bera  One  dayda  Bidfypoaisne, 

In  a  iwl»  Kl^  aeutifcbttilbeet, 

My  father  he  snathe  petdo^  ol^tbio  hoys, 
My  neebof  ehaw’ee  tlieeaine, 

And  that  iOithOircweai  wy  hontead^ see, 
Tlml'h  9<it9ttQhan>ffl^^atimKB>e. 

1  am  a  bjDotb>e#«)b(qr,  dpayikwho  ettfr, 
And  my  motfievetaefaatnwhera Irishman. 

Sure  an  Iriibiiwiai  wdhiftghblilhe  the  deril 
hinuialfv 

And  bato  hihmyMxiwnrcan^ 

They're,  the  hearamt.hoye'thBt  o’er  was 
knoeep, 

Ever  siaoe  flie  worid  heganv 
For  wii^  wbihbey  ia  heads  and  ^llelaik  Ms 
hst. 

Like  the  devil  they’ll  fight  d’yejee, 
They  never  say  thoy’ro  till'  they’re 
murdered  quite. 

And  s»»rc  that*8  the  way  with  me. 

Tm  a  broth  of  a  hoy,  &c. 


:  S«iie  tnelMd;1»«n^ilKaMd  fl«iQ«k 
That  I  suppose  you  hanre  bfonedy 
Ih’Ofthh  gpurtaatipkioft  thuAever  lymctwil, 
bMhwtnfa  wordi 

For  there’s  not  a  place  in.aU.tlKl  ktltrld, 

^  Wher^  the  hoj(^a.a];e  oo,  hraw*  aodfi^ooi 
:  Yhit  awF  talk  of'  yotw^a  bent  Bhuiiilt' 
won, 

B«te  itelattdotUII^  inev 
'llth  ihodiof  dktty  it.wbo.«ait. 
‘Adad^F  «0th«r»A!*nw  hora>  fa-iabnM^ 

Tune — Etpb..  i^d«  4^ 

'a  hero’s  life  I  sing,  his  hUtory,  my 
htti  EAmloti 

of  DennhutktS 

UiKiiaaaipa  ^ 

her  eyes, 

Her  husband  8t^fwdilMFhOI#iUh.*lMbNldf« 
ped  his  care  with  poifloau. 

m  fid  too  ndttdta. 

When  she  had  kilFd,  the  king,  she  ocdiid 
much  his  brother,  ^dt  anplhitt, 
i  A^od.bavipg,  slain,  pne  ^nse,  she  qpitilfy 
And  this  so  soon  dtd  she,  and  wa8.i9.,great 
a  sinner, 

ty^ed  wdata*  served:  ^ 

umdiih^  diAnwcii. 

llldac.  SHP^  l&W.  sou,  np. 

liMiliAAfil 

OC  h>^  fhsqso,  so  wsitt  to 

*Qt.  Min’  saya ih%^uae^-  saoa  a  witil 

mqMtraut  Sad  wei’ 
tb^  waa  kdwsff!  b»i.  thb;  ghqt|(t  of 
IMek’adNli^  ' 

duet,  at  tbak>  time  it  rose,  and  sighing  said 
“  LiatjHapnoy  1, 

'  Your  mother  is  the  snake  that  poisoned 
wor-nr— dattt’mefr 

And  now  I’m  doyrn  kdow,.  all  oyaj  sut- 
plMtronaflawe„ba^ 

That  your  dad  should  be  on, 
owdfto  huwifg  shfpoaibfliy,’’ 

Just  at  that  time  he  spoke,  tiVtf  moM  was 
hveakmg^  through  dellj 
Up  jump'd  a  cook  and-  eriedj  Chck  a 
doodle,  doodle,!”  w 

M  I'm  now  i^cksttreof  goihg,  pi^rve  ygn 
from  all  eril. 

You  to.  jour  mother  walk,  apd  ril.ar«lk.#a 
the  devil.’'’  ’ 
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HaialtokilOw£«.niri^«fJh^  teftf^assed 
her,^ 

She  nev«x  tpdb  'QMMp  nobody 

had'aiftedow; 


4Mb jMpff <i  Mtlft  MiAdk  aii4.«a»»htbrIIMHMto 

by  water. 

No  matter  now  for  that,  a  play  they  made 
The  audience  Claudious  was  andW  got  up 

Jim  imm^iphi^fipiaita  JMse^  hmMt  a  wm^ 

drous  dizziness, 

And  maiaiilighi  of 

the.  bu^ness, 

A  fenck^  matdh  had  theg^  the?  yueen 
ilnki  atitfaew  tsiad  ta»a- 
4S$ya^isilra  ^<0,.  Kimg^  Vta  JdKeA!^’^  mys 
Laerte^  So  am  1.  top, !" 

As#  so  am  1,  crfes*  !Bam,  ^!rat‘^  can  aB 
these  things  true  be  ? 

Whatf  are  youd^o#?  says  the  Efng•^ye8 
e5^  and^sirshalf  you  be. 

So  then  he  stabbed  his  liege,  then  fell  on 
Opfay^a  bssAea^ 

And  so  the  Danish  court  all  tupfoiad  one 
on  Vatfeor.. 

lw<eaUbrate  ifteae^dsM^  Avdaadt  natm  fimm 
no  mean  shamlet, 

Every  vlbbi^tt  mmiik  faeroefeitk  wasiOiBed 
a  Camlet. 


Wil  S¥NDA¥  mm 

Ifrttten  bjr-Bl  Green. 

Air— The  Good  oldrdejfe  of  Adam  and  Eve. 

While  I^Qoe  ccd}  this  a  lend  pf  ftendpm; 
And  talk  of* aweet  liberty,  aever  hoed  'em  ; 
By  goverhment  law8.coerced  WQ  are,  sirs, 
As  bad  as  the  serfs  of  the  Kussian  Czar,  sirs. 
SomecptARc  wron|^,  some  act  of  oppression, 
They’re  sure  to  pans  now  every  sempn, 

To  badger  wwfth  BWb  annoymentsi 
And  steal  away-6mr1ittloeii|synieots, 

What  do  you  say  tatbia  pcaciouji  queer  bill, 
This  bei)4u^^  c6)au^^  caating^  beer  biU. 

Our  Legislators  think  it 
To  reform  our  &uod«dpnki^,  quite  now, 
Then  toNdhit  up  earl^  ^lieitbfur  idaii«  sirs, 
You  must  sn^^  way  to  your  hugr^alka^ 
at  teh,  sirs, 


Some  rightcoi^  pee^  will  soon  be  dragging 
You  by  tieeotilar  tftpsistien, 

For  breaking.  nation. 

Wlmni  thit  YietmUera  cmnioi^ 

(Twelve  sanctified"  from  jdu^  wept  and 

Were  asked  to  tender  their  c^iuons 

in.  4[b« 

dominions, 

They, Un4fid.Uift  bill  aa  tbe  victnaUorsfcug;^ 
sirs, 

^juvd.tboii|^ti  it.  woldd.  do  ni.«cK  g,ofid.ut  tho 
end,  sirs, 

Thai  ’tufpnld.  \m  tu  Qui:  morals  a,  vasi  im¬ 
provement, 

And  limthar  advanee  the  XempeiiaMe 
movmeAtr. 

From  one  to  half'past  two  on  Sunday, 

It  ik  ftr  ^  tiinea  regwter  day-, 

Tq  see  dry  souls  iinginshops  rushing,  . 

The  beer  Iftfe  steam  dbwife  their  hot^  throats 
goshtog; 

Landlord;  at  their  engines  a&vhigj 
Their  eustomers  fbr  mine  Kqttors  raTiiig:^^ 
Until  out  »de»,rQiifieioen,  »homt  tbere^ 

"  Time's  np,  look  sharp  and  hundhs  ’em 
Q«it  tbwe*” 

bi  .?a<di«Beah«Mr  tlMmbenwrmssaui^dWi 
You  can  do  nothing  better  thnn  grows  and 
peay^sin, 

While  their  teetotal  brethren  affitnt  you 
ewght,anv  [enahe#; 

Toidrank  aothiisg'  akCMigen  tbnai  sag«ir>«wl 
A  gloomy  sour  fanalnb^Mdibg^ 
biiiilwriy  ote  Ohl  'Rnglniui  attelabg-' 

Under  the  plea  of  sage  improvements^. 
Th^’^ie  cskpp'b  «n  •  is^fan.  to  cl»9  onr 
movements. 

First  to  raise  the  tin.Qnimalt,and.ines;,.»rsb 
For  this  io  nothing  TUar  they  placed,  a  tax 
8il8» 

On  purpose  the  revenue  to  swell  itj 

4nd  tbey.  nim  ourtaU  thf  imrt  to  seU  U. 

A»  BoglislMnftn  ve1«  belb^  deeded, 

The  r^ta  oftbe  iqtlS^csIis.  invaded  j 
But  ten  ’em  your  minds,  an^then  by  go^, 
swb 

They’ll  find  oat  soon  these  games  won't 
w«8h»«iy. 

So  wbehde  yottiayrto  tbisfaeweue  qii«c 

bill, 

This  binding,  closing,  canting  beer  bill. 


lipWPirifp)  ipw 


76 

TO  THE  EAST,  TO  THE  EAST. 

Written  by  G.  M.  F.  Qlonny, 

Tune— To  the  West. 

T<rthe  East^  to  the  East^  to  the  land  where 
the  free 

Have  been  shamefully  used  by  the  Czar, 
—oh !  that  he 

May  be  conquered  by  those  who  are  willing 
to  toil. 

For  the  good  of  their  neighbours,  to  stop 
this  turmoil ; 

Let  08  fight  side  by  side  with  the  French¬ 
man  and  Turk, 

And  to  prove  that  true  Britons  axe  up  to 
their  work, 

We  do  our  best  to  destroy  from  afar. 

The  fortress  of  Cronstadt,  the  pride  of  Czar, 

Here’s  success  to  the  fleet,  which  is  cruaing 
about. 

In  the  Baltic,  preparing  for  action,  no  doubt. 

May  our  cannpns  resound,  and  destroy 
from  afar, 

The  fortress  of  Cronstadt,  the  pride  of  Czar. 

To  the  East,  to  the  East,  where  each  soldier 
should  go. 

To  defend  our  rights,  and  to  punish  our  foe. 

Where  the  roar  of  our  cannon  shall  echo 
our  call, 

With  a  few  british  soldiers  wo*ll  conquer 
them  all, 

We  forget  not  the  cruelty  shown  at  Sinope, 

And  the  lives  thus  destroyed,  then  should 
he  who’d  thus  cope. 

With  such  cruelty  live,  no  !  we’ll  cut  him 
in  twain. 

We've  killed  tyrant’s  before  and  will  do  it 
again. 

To  the  East,  to  the  East,  where  a  name  may 
be  won. 

To  avenge  our -proud  foe  is  the^  work  to  be 
done. 

We’ll  try  it,  we’ll  do  it,  and  never  despair. 

While  a  sword  is  at  hand  or  a  soldier  is  near. 

The  held  independence  that  England  shall 
buy, 

For  the  Turks  now  oppress’d  forbids  us  to 
wgb. 

Away,  far  away,  let  us  hope  for  the  best, 

And  return  with  a  name  to  the  land  of  the 
west. 


BEITAIM^  AND  FEANCE. 

Written  by  J..  B.  Carpenter. 

Cemposod  by  Edward  J.  Loder. 

The  Lion  of  Britain*-the  Eagle  of  France, 
Have  fought  all  their  0I4  quarrels  out : 
And  having  shook  ha;hds,  nbw  they  bdoly 
advance. 

To  put  the  proud  Czar  to  rout  i 

The  past  all  forgotten,  save  thus  that  they 
know 

Each  owned  that  the  othdr  was  bravo; 
And  though  once  as  a  foe,  now  as  brothers 
they  go, 

The  Turk  from  the  Despot  to  save. 

Britain  and  France  long  united  remain, 
Wif h  liberty’s  banner  unfurled. 

To  teach  the  proud  Czar  t^at  he  never  again 
May  threaten  the  peace  of  the  world. 

The  power  of  Old  England— the  prowess  of 
Ghiul ! 

Oh,  whylshould  they  not  still  unite? 

Not  seeking  for  conqujBst,  but  sheltering  all 
Who  strive  ’gainst  oppression  and  might. 

May  Ood  save  the  armies  that  each  has  sent 
forth. 

To  drive  back  the  Despot' again, 
Tiirthoy  chain  the  proud  Euss  inliis  own 
icy  north, 

'  And  peace  and  prosperity  reign  t 

May  Britain  and  France  long  united  remain 
With  liberty’s  banner  unfurled. 

To  teach  the  proud  Czar  that  he  never  again 
May  threaten  the  peace  of  the  world. 

THE  BOATMAN’S  EETUEN. 

Written  by  J.  E.  Carpsbtsr. 

The  Mnsio  by  K.  J.  Sporle. 

Eow !  row  I  homeward  we  steer. 
Twilight  falls  o’er  us ; 

I  Haik  !  hark !  music  is  near ! 

Friends  glide  before  ns. 

Bong  lightens  our  labour ; 

Sing  as  onward  we  go, 

Keep  each  with  his  neighbour 
I^me  as  we  flow  I 

Bow !  row !  homeward  we  go, 
Twilight  falls  oar  us ; 

Eow  !  row !  sing  as  we  flow» 

Day  flies  before  us. 


Bow!  row!  sing  as  we  go, 

Nature  rejoices ; 

Hark !  how  the  hills,  as  we  flow, 
Echo  our  voices ! 

Still  o'er  the  dark  watprs, 

Far  away  we  must  i\oam, 

Ere  Italy's  daughters 
Welcome  us  home. 

Row !  row !  homeward  we  go, 
Twilight  falls  o'er  us ; 

Row !  row  I  sing  as  we  flow, 

Day  flies  before  us« 

Row  !  row  !  see,  in  the  west, 
Lights  dimly  burning. 

Friends,  in  yon  harbour  of  rest. 
Wait  our  returning. 

See,  now  they  bum  clearer ! 

Keep  time  with  the  oar. 

Now,  now  we  are  nearer 
That  happy  shore. 

Home!  home!  daylight  is  o.er ; 

Friends  stand  before  us. 

Yet  ere  our  boat  touch  the  shore. 
Once  more  the  chorus ; 

Row !  row  !  homeward  we  go. 
Twilight  falls  o'er  us, 

Row  !  row  !  sing  as  we  flow, 

Day  flies  before  us. 

WEITTEN  ON  THE  SAND, 

Written  by  B.  J.  Carpenter. 

Composed  by  B*.  J.  Sporle. 

It  was  written  on  the  sand: 

‘‘‘  Love  cannot  know  decay !" 
The  waves  rose  o’er  the  strand, 
And  Love  had  passed  away ! 

It  was  written  on  the  sand :  ^ 

How  firmly  friends  are  tied 
Yet,  traced  by  friendships  hand, 
How  soon  the  impress  died ! 
Written,  written  on  the  sand ! 

It  was  written  on  the  sand: 

The  world  is  full  of  truth,” 
By  a  happy  sportive  band ; 

Go  search  the  spot,  Oh,  youth  ! 
They  are  written  on  the  sand. 

Our  hopes,  our  joys,  our^fears  ; 
As  the  shores  of  life  expand, 

The  3vaves  are  but  our  tears, 
Falling,  falling  on  the  sand, 


n 

THE  SPIEIT  OP  EVENING. 

Written  by  Bona  Lee. 

Composed  by  Maria  Cavendish. 

Thou  art  coming,  thou  art  coming ;  I  have 
hail’d  thee  from  afar ; 

I’ve  watch’d  thee,  gentle  spirit,  leave  thy 
home  in  ponder  star. 

Thou  art  coming,  thou  art  coming ;  X  have 
hail’d  thee  frixm  afar ; 

I’ve  watch’d  thee,  gentle  spirit,  leave  thy 
home  in  yonder  star. 

And  now  o'er  forest  and  o’er  mead  thou’rt 
gliding  soft  and  slow ; 

To  greet  thee  all  the  wild  field-flowers  their 
little  heads  do  bow ; 

To  greet  thee,  the  .  sweet  nightingale  pours 
forth  his  mellow  song; 

And  none  but  pleasant  sounds  are  borne 
the  perfum’d  breeze  along. 

Thou  art  coming,  &c. 
i  '  ■  ' 

j  Oh,  often  in  my  childhood  I  hive  left  my 
I  books,  my  play. 

To  mark  thee,  gentle  spirit,  gliding  on  thy 
lonely  way— 

To  tell  thee  all  the  wild  glad  thoughts  that 
none  around  might  share, 

Bright  thoughts  whose  weight  of  happiness 
alone  I  could  not  bear. 

My  childhood’s  hours  are  past  away,  those 
wild  glad  thoughts  are  gone, 

But  still  1  sit  and  watch  thee  as  thou  glidest 
calmly  on.  n 

And  tho’  some  dark'ning  changes  o’er  my 
heart  have  passed  since  then, 

With  thee,  my  old  companion,  I  can  be  a 
child  again. 

Thou  art  coming,  &c. 
I  LOVE  THE  AUTUMN. 

Written  by  W.  B.  Mandale. 

Composed  by  W.  H.  Montgomery. 

I  love  the  morn,  the  Autumn  mbm. 

When  birds  bn  every  tree. 

And  larks,  high  o’er  the  golden  corn. 

Sing  thrillings  songs  to  me. 

When  fruits  ara  bright  in  orchai^bewevs 

IAnd  sheaves  bedeck  the  voles, 

I  love,  I  love,  in  the  morning  hours, 

.  To  breathe  the  balmy  gales. 


I  lo«  «!*«»•,  the  A.otunm»», 

To  list  the  reaper's  strain, 

When  blithesoiine  hwttt*  tJw*  labour  leave, 
And  homeward  wend  4gain. 

When  moonbeams  fell  on  meadow  flowers,  _ 
And  light  hearts 

I  love,  I  love,  in  dvWlbg'htA^, 

T^eir  hatveiit  sfiOltB  to/^ure. 

Idooo  the  Atttaa«*»^  <aBd^gbib 
When  sunshine;  flUs  the  v4o%, 

Or  <n^en,  by^eaoonheame'aaawwligafc 
Are  heard  old  son^t-aiafl-taleA 

susEE,  asjOT® 

Written  by:Jfc®4  GSrfSHfeS. 

Compesetflsy  W.-^.  WrighWi* 

Sleep,  gentle  sleep ^  AnMind  n^  jTil^w 

Ye  guardian  asIiiles-flpreidjfOW  wings. 

The  moonbeams  slasfi'upon  the  bmow^  j 
A  sweet  “  Good  night”  the  cricket  sings ; 
The  very  flowem  m  idcai<q(« 

The  stars  their  midni^^^igils  **^; 

Thb  waves  in  aliimb«  «ca«<l^i«>'^ 

Yet  not  to  me  comes  gentlO'^e^ 

Sleep,  gentle  hllSw  ei*  weary, 

Bdt  *he  8oadf«gn«f 'dOjnes 
Through  the  stift  hoiiie«oJo»g  «*«  dreary, 
Oit,  that  I  oonlde^^^nk  fp?^«t-" 

Forget,  though  but  flwf-Qi»ehr»«  hens. 

Tiie  giwf  Imi®'  nst^e  not  weqa;— 
The  parch’d  earth  pines  not  for  tho  shower 
As  1  for  4»ea,  Ogantlesleap*^ 

MAY  GOD  DEOTD  ISS® 
BIQST! 

Written  by  Thomas  Kamsay. 

Air— Merry  Mai3s  of  England. 

OHOMrSa 

Yc  jolly  1^,  ah«u<i  ine  here  so  happy  and 
SO  free, 

Pass  a  tOBSt  alteeWt  wno  ve 

late]^  crossed  the  sea — 

To  the  Army  ofr  ’the  Nafy,  and  the  lads 
whoVe  got  to^^At, 

And  tfhe  AvatdswdfSw^fte  iMStlle  #way 
God  defend  fhe  tigliti 

Andtasses  l€t  your  wishes  %e> 
sabdite  tfee  fbe, 

And  soundly  eppyeesiwvy  'Sfcfat 

cause  free  blood'to'ftow  ^  ^ 


The  beanty  of  old  England  .shoref,'  should 
always  bless  the*boaya>  ^ 

Who’ve  gone  to  give  a  'Ijjwarft  and 

freedom  to  theiflwa. 

Yo^ty^,  Ac. 

Drink  to  the  FrMds  ottr  nelghbuurs, 
gallant  daring  4i«adt 

'Our  foemen  onoa  hut  >*ow  -our  friend, 
locked  flM%<lMad^  hipd, 

I  'They’ll  invite  the  JUmllim  to  abe  balls  of 
Englaadmad  of-Esemoa, 

And  show  the  bruta  how  -we  can.  teach  a 
Russian  bear,  to  dance. 

At  Odessa  we  •warhMfd'lSs  hOWe,  8n*lwill 
show  this  ntnWwru  ®sOl““ 

How  wfe't^ll'tanlfiblUttAaWiWttTfthned 
Sebastopol ; 

He  thought  ■we’ll 

make  hhnlowk  aa^e^ 

And  how  abottt  4de  eWthfcm,  >ae®  Battle 
our  grape. 

Yajo%  lads,  &c. 

As  hot^he  oanftaksit  -we  will  ros^  him 
,  suphisbr^v  ^ 

As  we  did  roaatidin  in  ihe  eaid^  we  11 
baste  him  in  the  north  » 

He  tried  tocu*  the  Tufkay  tlR  ho  bought 
without  a  fear. 

^ut  John  Bull  sent  his  canw  out,  the 
valiant  Charl«*  Napier. 

A  8taii»ith,hr«Wi  dating  H*a,*of-tw»a^id 
English  breed,  _ 

Who  does  notililifklt  flt,  IBears  on 

TurkiM'foed; 

And  though  the  bear  is  fond  of  hugging, 
he  shRfnft  -Ao  'jMfrwsdsetfl  -pUaae, 

For  Rufflia  ^a’w  iSkM  4he  roast,’ 

white 'fitAtMtt  mte  She  seas. 

TSe-joll^lads,  && 


THB}  #DD  JULlMi 

Written  by  J.  B.  Carpenter. 

Composed  by  dosepa  BEaUp 

The  old  green  t»aln  tfldidbeetfB  h*®8— 
1  loved  itewsyildellemeca, 

Where  hsae^dtelfc'WnKSBiawtetals 
Made  child. 

I  loved  to«V«ia,1Mtei>M«p*Wf 
That  feity-t^Mte,  wtet  twriwn 
!  But  I  mayaSrSteraieawite, 

1  The  days  of  youth,  the  eld  green  lane  I 


Whore  all 

And  I'WWKI  yieW’My  WWflthWgHte 

Tho  of  tbjft  oltt*|pf^6to 

The  old  green  4»b«  V-4 

The  flower-d«A  hedge;,  tb^  dndW^huJ* 

The  8moke-wre*Jb*BiiifS||g;in^e,h?«ef0 
That  marked  my  hpme  anud  the  ^ees . 

The  hum  th'e 

And  all  that  1 

That  splendid  TWt0e»,1liiltt  «rt»0»1n't^ 

To  charm  ®e  l®6^tIiiit  t3Rl?|p!'<W*»*lsi*  1 

TffiB  mm,  m  rm 

Kl?R*Wl3R. 

ijr^&igli'llte'BOw. 

SincM  meaeets.ftow  bswwahed  our  *OM»,j 

And  tnU  sigjjalnf  mw  hi.let  Ay:,  ■ 

And  the  thunder  <rf  «pJa^9n  )fl»W  war,|ijtrl8i 
But  never  minddoh^^  p^e  eye  =  ; 

And  though  we  archound  fth  ; 

Our  hearts  are  all  stortuigfers  to  fthr,  I 
With  the  Russians  -we’ll  make  a  greatj 
lainughiier^  ,  • 

While  under  the  8*8^  Nawr — 

The  Rag  of  hrUVe^Wdef  wapier, 

The  Am  of  teWeHCharley  Napier, 

«WMi  tbedtoaimMwdtc- 

'UChht  'tiirkey  says,  greedy 

From  his  wisj^  dveiyR^dihcr  TU  pifflj 
While  he  thought  iphelpowTtttfc^Jtuin 
He  never  onoe'ifhhiwwt  WfFtiilinRhal. 

Per  ^rdhnhy  WimhnsSh'hdll-aog"*  wrftihg 
To  showhhn  atruetlHtehawssiMmr, 


LOVE,  YOU'VE  BEILN  A 
VILIMSC. 

The  Dialogue  wiJItehll^lIr.-dWto'tefcem. 

Tune-tall  t«!&. 

Lovers  who  are  <yWiM(g  'indeed,  'Smd  wish 
to  know  theiSWItt  hf  We 
That  in  tias  world  Tg«’re  hhe  to  1^,  ere 
•ywm«B«a-?»y>3«nr«m  caughtA  i 

<yd«*f»»  'Vb  mf  >o«*Ad»o!«lihd  waab 

Rtft 

iAemoeiiaMFfeiimtwftdem. 

mwith,  ^iKwiBh  %®  dfiwl  ‘ww 


W«»<it  of  ^»rltohd  .hWWe  -ehchl 

manage  io-ll«ee8*»t*e^ 

'Tysdfymdlft  or  duchess. 

Keep  it  from  her  clutches^ 

1tf-‘ysNiid  eedr  wMk  to  hiiiw- af  'gniet  me- 

ment  miMPOh 

'Wooing, -ewlirtt. 

Seeming,'  sMuidIflg, 

•SifiMng, 

Plea8iig|,««iNg, 

Tmtd«ig,’hN«M»g, 

Clutching,  eauQhing 
BMOOm  4lie  AIM 

fH0  part- 


arnw^tsr'ir^  t  .  ^ 

«on,  and  then  j>eO»  ioit<  ym  ■^tet  Ui  aB^artr- 
ridgM,  and  ttWB 

play  with  our  heartsWWga,  as  <play 

to  bis  counter,  and  prove  a  counterfeit  vAiatyou 
seem— a  base  coin  I  Alaeyes— wetry  ydu  and  find 
you  Oilti/, 

Oh  Love,  you've  boona  vttltaasidnce  the 

days  of 'Troy-msd^arfea, 

When  you  caused  tim^l  wf  jparis,  and 

Of  ^y^«nfi^  warn. 

Sighingdlfce  *  he^athat  you 

may  win  her  still. 

A#'%e<We  h$t  -wiwdew  or 
‘iwt^ioro’a^yth 

dall  eaiehteg  aoib^  IhH  A-Aud. 

'hy  tge  Ttssig,  '%lii 

iat  «H1^  wtt’lMdidi 

Running  mils  With,  tailors, 

Locking  up  by  jailors,. 

Biead  and  water  diet  then  your  SCQSM  to 
restore. 


There’s  one  thing  on  vAwdi  wt’re  relying 
And  so  we  may  yethtg*  sgai». 

Our  navy  all  nations  defying^  ,  ■■ 

AM  aWmined  ^theyRl  t*ai  4Rde  fl» 
irndh. 

Por  with  usiSsaM  t®®***®®®* 


While  OWCIrarl«y  Mhpiot  *o4ofcm4i« 
His  friends-wlft  ««r  eld 

Wl^msder  the«i«,  *«. 
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SAINT  DAVID'S  BELLS. 

Written  bj  Itfrs.  Crnwford. 

Oomposed  by  Joseph  Philip  KnIgM. 

When  twenty  years  had  passed  away, 

1  sought  my  native  beiyers  : 

*Twas  evening,  and  its  shadowy  8^¥i 
Hang  o^er  the  rutfea  towers. 

With  beating  hearty  I  gazed  around, 
And  hoibii^i^  all  its  spells,  ^ 

Burst  on  me  in  the- j<yyiQtt8  sound 
Of  sweety.  David’s  Bells. 

I  stand  within  the  porch  at  la&t,  " 
Withjnantled  ivy  croton ’d :  * 

And  listen  to  the  wintery  blast 

G[%at  sadly  moans  droupd.  "" 

No  light  withih  the  “casemeht  burnS— 
No  voice  of  welcome  tells, 

Bat  when  the  well  hnowBi^chime  returns 
Of  sweet  St*  David’s  Bells.  '  "  "  ‘ 

Familiar  scene  of  bygone  days  ! 

Thou  dark  and  troubled  sea ! 

The  breeze  that  o’er  thy  surface  plays 
Can  yield  no  Joy  to  me,  ' 

Of  parted  friepds  and  pleasant  times 
^y  ceaseless  inurmer  tell ; 

And  still  riW  on  the  silver  chimes 
Of  sweet  David’s  Bells. 


Sighing,  crying, 

L^iiig,  musing, 

Walk^,  stalking. 

Hatching,  catching, 

Spoiling,  toiling, 

Rhyming,,  chiming,  . 

Running  up  a  score  4 

Spoken— Picture  to  yourself  a  love-siok  swain-*- 
unt  in  a  pelting  rain— for  two  or  three  hoars— amid 
sta^s  and  showers— burning  to  tinder— with,  his 
eyes  on  the  witider—of  his  lady  love’s  dwiUing— 
hifi  corns  and  bosom  swelling — at  last  he  fern  cer¬ 
tain— her  dear  head  tops  the  enrtain— in  the  hei^t 
of  his  bliss— he  blows  her  a  kiss— but,  ill*-fated  lad 
— ’tis  her  sour  old  dad— he  flies  as  if  flrom  a  |^oat 
—when  the  iromhearted  post — ^rons  fonlofhis  aead 
—leaves  him  for  dead— picked  np,  and  soiit  home 
—his  brain’s  gone  to  rotah^and  his  parser  too, 
picked  up  like  himself-aUui,  yes ! 

Oh,  Love,  Ac* 


Piading  all  yonVe  snflfered  has  bieu  but 
the  sport  of  jilting  jades,  i 

And  calling  out  your  rival  in  the  style  of 
all  true  tilting  blad^  - 

Feeling,  e*er  yon’ve  breaklasM,  a  bullet 
through  your  body  pass. 

And  cursing  then  your  criiel  izte,  and  look¬ 
ing  very  like  an  ass, 

Popped  into  a  coffin  jiist  as.^ead  as  suits 
your  time  of  Itfe, 

Paragraphed  In  the  newmapers,  too,  as  cut, 
off  in  the  prime  of  life. 

^yhen  the  earth  you’re  under, 
a  nine  days  wonder. 

And  the  worldr  jogs  on  exactly  as  be- 


CHAIRS  TO  MEND,  OLD 
_  CHAIRS  TO  MEND  * 

[IMbden] 

'Chairs  to  mend,  old  chairs  to  mend, 

Like  mine,  to  ^tch  is  each  man's  fate^ 
Each  toils  in  his^I^dcation  ;  :  ,  \  ^ 

One  man  tinj^ers  up  the  state,  ,  ‘  - 
Another  inen^i^^^^h 
Your  parsons  p^i^ti  to  mend  ihe  heart. 
They  cobble  h^s  at  college, 

Physians  pitch  with  teimts  of  art, 

And  X>atin  want  of  knowledge.  r  ^ 

rjElut  xtone  for  prai^  can  more  contend 
aian  I, 

"  Who  cry,  ■  :  T 

HM  .ffiitfrs  ti  mend.  /  < f  A 

’  i;.: 

Tour  lawyers’  tools  areidnws  ai^  pleas 
They  manners  mmi  by  oa^i^g^ 

Wigs  are  patches  forjliprees,  . 

,  And  lover# use  ypnJBijiig>; 

Fortunes  are  mended 

Too  frequently  wUh'pj|||||:  ; . . 

With  rogue,  i^en  their  eortiqplexions  fade^ 
Some  ladiermend  their  faces. 


Jilting,  tilting, 

Swearing, 

Lying,  X;  V  > 

Cenotapbe^  ASd  Mvagraphed, 
And're6koti«4.4|^  a  bore. 


Spoken— a  Mooetd^hoiee.  Tnnnel— the  ent 
direct — the  rejected  oncMlHMiial— the^insalt^ 

I  fer  yon— jon’re  anotlier— the  chfdlenge--^istcip 

^^^^Sorions  coDsoVtioh  and^eredit  of 
(?aJ^.|gl!h  honour,  but  upon  my  honour  I  can’t 


